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Summary:
AU: Leyley is ten, Andrew is twenty two. Leyley is transfem.

It's been months since their quarantine started, and tensions continue to rise between the Graves siblings. Andrew starts the day with a morning smoke, just getting nicotine into his bloodstream to suppress the hunger pains. But soon, the inevitable happens and Andrew ends up getting into an argument with Leyley. As usual, his little sister has to make everything as personal as possible. But then, given what she knows he's done and what they did together, who is he to take any high ground?

Notes:
Credit to my friend @my-little-girlboss on Tumblr for this idea!!

Work Text:
Andrew groaned, uncomfortably sitting in bed. What time was it even? It wasn’t like he had a sleep schedule anymore. With this quarantine, he had no school or work to go to anymore. He didn’t have a girlfriend anymore. Hell, he hadn’t seen his parents in months. Even before the wardens stopped bringing food, there was no point to sleeping like a person. Now, his body craved sleep more and more, just trying to conserve energy. Even Leyley had been more sedate as of late. In other circumstances it might have been a welcome development. Not so much, given the circumstances.

Leyley. He was worried about her. For one, starvation was not good for the development of a child. She was only ten. His body was developed, withstanding famine was something that humans were equipped for. It was a lot more brutal on a child. Their body was supposed to be growing, which required more resources. He hoped this didn’t harm her too much on those grounds. The permanent mental scars on top of everything else she had going on were going to be enough to deal with. He shook those thoughts out of his head. The last thing he wanted to do right now was think about that. About what she had made…

He did have to admit, there was a silver lining to it all. She was old enough that it wasn’t impossible for her to start puberty, and they hardly were going to get puberty blockers from the wardens. Leyley had made it very clear that she didn’t want masculine puberty to happen to her. She’d phrased it in some pretty concerning and uncomfortable ways for him in particular, but the meaning still was there. Honestly, he didn’t know where she picked up some of that language. It sounded like its own dialect, invented by the most transphobic trans women he’d never met.

He was glad he still had cigarettes. It helped with the hunger pains. Andrew shuffled out of bed, throwing on the tshirt he’d worn back before he’d gone to sleep, not bothering to put on proper pants, and went to the pack on the nearby table. Slowly, he pulled on out and grabbed his lighter, taking them with him as he left the room.

He wondered where Leyley was. It’s not like she could have left. Unless she fell off the balcony. Maybe balancing on it? Fuck, that would make his life so much easier once this was over.

Andrew slapped himself with his free hand. Not too hard, but enough to wake himself up a bit. He was not thinking those thoughts right now. Shuffling through the living room, he heard the shower running. So, that’s where she was. Good to know. He went out to the balcony and lit his cigarette, taking a big drag off of it and holding it as long as he could. He wasn’t smoking for fun or simple relaxation anymore, he needed as much nicotine in his body as physically possible. That meant holding it until as much as possible was absorbed into his bloodstream. He noted that it looked to be morning, but only barely. The city was alive with the sound of assholes, all honking and shopping and fucking and working and living. He envied them.

Some people got to choose their path in life. That had never been him. He’d been twelve when Leyley was born. Mom had figured that since she did fine at fifteen with him, she’d do even better at twenty-seven with her new bundle of joy. That had been an instant faceplant. Leyley had never attached to her, never showed the normal child developmental process. Their mother, of course, took that personally.

Worse yet, Leyley did attach instantly and easily to him. Mom had taken that personally too. It wasn’t long before he was responsible for feeding her every night, waking up when she cried, and generally raising her as if she was his own child. Doing his best, he had studied up online as much as he could, but as she got older that meant having to look into what was wrong with her. It had dictated his course in life since. If their mother hadn’t explicitly forbidden him from putting her into therapy, he’d have done it years ago.

Ironically, she hadn’t even remotely interfered with Leyley’s transitioning. Funny how that worked out. She gave so little a shit that it looped back into being supportive in a way, because she didn’t give enough of a shit to be an intentional piece of shit. He thought that was, in some dark way, actually pretty funny. The only people who’d actually been supportive of her were himself and her shitty parents. He looked back out over the city and wondered if he’d ever get to be in it again. Even if he did, it’s not like he could be allowed a life of his own.

Cigarette finished, he flicked the butt over the side of the balcony. Sure, the ashtray was right there. But if they weren’t going to give him food, then they could go fuck themselves. They uphold their end of treating him like a person, he’ll uphold his end of acting like a person. Nobody had bothered to keep their end, so he wasn’t going to be left there like a dipshit. With a sigh, he headed inside.

“Done trying to kill yourself?” Leyley snarked from the couch. Given the towel wrapped around her body, he figured that was all she was wearing. It wasn’t abnormal behavior for her at this point. Ever since their parents had abandoned them to this quarantine, she’d run out of what miniscule care she had for social norms to begin with. How he felt about that varied depending on how much he hated himself at the moment.

“I wasn’t trying to kill myself, you exhibitionist bitch.” Andrew fired back. He used to feel ashamed of going to her level, but after months trapped together as each other’s only interaction, he had gotten over that. He missed social media.

“Look who’s talking. I’m not the one who went outside in my underwear.” Leyley stuck a foot out at him, using her painted toes to point to his crotch. He suddenly worried that there was a suspicious bulge he hadn’t noticed. Checking, he realized there was not, but she had recognized what he was thinking. “Fucking pedo, gonna get hard around your own sister?” Her teasing would bother him less if she wasn’t right.

“Oh fuck off. I’m not a faggot.” Andrew rolled his eyes, mocking her.

“Just because she has a dick doesn’t make it gay, Aaaaaaaandy.” Leyley teased him from the couch. He threw the lighter at her, but she dodged it. “Aww, which one of us is the tranny here, Aaaaandy? Because you sure throw like a girl.” Andrew looked for something else to throw at her, but didn’t see anything suitable.

“How many fucking times have I told you not to call me that?” Andrew fired back, raising his voice a bit.

“Awww, does pooooor Aaaaaaandy not like being called that by his cute little sister? What would you rather I call you, Aaaandy? I mean, you did practically raise me. Perhaps I should I call you daddy instead?” The phone would do, it’s not like it was helping them anyways. Andrew grabbed it, ripping the phoneline out of the receiver and the plug out of the wall, flinging it square at her head. His aim still sucked a bit, so it instead slammed with full force into her chest.

“OOOOWWW!! Fuck you!!! FUCK!” Leyley screamed, flailing on the couch in shock and pain. Andrew had just enough time to register his mistake. The towel inevitably unwrapped, and now she was fully exposed. She didn’t even notice at first, but he did. He considered fleeing the scene, getting out of there before he would be unable to, but he found that that time had already come. He was now staring, transfixed at her bare flesh.

Leyley finally calmed down enough to notice her older brother staring at her, his boxers now definitely bulging outwards. The rage on her face instantly melted away to a lewd smirk. “Hey, Andy? Your true colors are showing.” Leyley laughed, teasing him. It was enough to pull him back to being able to think again.

“Fuck you.” Andrew stormed off, “And don’t eat the moldy bread! I don’t give a fuck how hungry you are!” Andrew screamed at her as he entered their room and slammed the door. Leyley sat back on the couch, not bothering to cover up anymore. She’d known for a while now what he felt about her. In her own way, she’d been trying to encourage him to give in for a while now. She was sure he had to be aware, right?

Andrew collapsed into bed, his face slamming into the pillows. He screamed, loud, screaming over and over into the pillow until his throat hurt. This was all his fault. This was his burden to carry. This was his punishment. This was what he deserved. Hell, it’s what he wanted, right? Here he was, an honest to whatever sick fucking god there could be, an actual pedophile big brother with a yandere little sister who wanted him and was constantly making that clear.

But then, yandere was something that was best kept to fiction. He couldn’t even truly judge her. He wasn’t better than her, she was just different. He’s the one that had been abusing Nina in the first place. Leyley actually had a friend. He’d been so proud of her. She had a friend, her friend was supportive of her, and he went and fucked that up. And then Leyley went and took it further.

Nina had had a crush on her best friend’s big brother. In most situations, that would have been the end of it. She’d go through the childish song and dance of eventually confessing, get the “no, that would be bad” talk, and learn that sometimes what you want will hurt you. Unfortunately for her, her best friend’s big brother was attracted to her too. She’d had a crush. Any perverse mockery of romantic feelings he had were exclusively for Leyley. At the time, he thought he’d ruin her. He couldn’t ruin her. But Nina wasn’t his responsibility.

When she told him about her crush, he’d played it off as mutual. He’d shown her “grown up love”. He’d kissed her, he’d licked her, he’d fingered her, he’d fucked her, he’d fucking photographed her. Just for him, he’d never share. And then Leyley found the photos. She’d been enraged. She’d bawled her eyes out. But he knew almost immediately that it was all wrong. Her first words when she confronted him were “How could you do this to me?”

Leyley blackmailed him. If she wanted to, she could have him locked up for life. But she didn’t want that any more than he did. She did, however, want him to herself. And that’s when she’d demanded it. She demanded they kill Nina. She’d demanded that he would kill Nina. So, Leyley told Nina that she’d found out about him and her. Leyley told Nina she’d get them both in serious trouble and they’d never see each other again if she couldn’t join them. Leyley gave an excuse for why they should do it at the old warehouse instead of just when they were home alone at Leyley’s apartment like usual. And then Leyley had made Andrew stuff Nina in that box and seal it shut.

Andrew couldn’t hold it together any longer. He began to cry into the pillow. What the fuck had gone wrong with his life? He was scum, the lowest of the low. And yet, if he was scum, what did that make Leyley? She understood, but approved. She demanded the murder of his victim. If he was scum, wasn’t she also scum? Was that his fault? Did he make her scum? Was all the effort he put into trying to make sure she turned out okay, despite being a literal child, really that worthless?

Andrew wasn’t sure how long he marinaded in these thoughts before he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned over slightly so that his mouth was exposed. “Fuck off.” His words were low and rough, his throat raw and sore.

“Get over your fucking guilt complex.” Leyley sat down beside him, still with a hand on his back. He froze, not sure how to respond. He was expecting something more comforting. “You’re a sick piece of shit pedophile who raped his sister’s best friend and then killed her.” It took a tremendous force of will not to wring her neck right then and there.

“Because you made me!” He instead spat. “You fucking made me kill her because you’re as fucking warped as I am! Oh, I’m a sick piece of shit? Your best friend was raped by this sick piece of shit and you had her fucking killed for it!” Andrew screamed. Honestly, so fucking what if the neighbors heard?

“Because it should have been me! Fuck you, Andy!” Leyley punched him in the kidney. Andrew flipped over, springing up in bed. He grabbed her wrists, holding them aloft.

“It should have been you?! Do you hear a fucking word coming out of your mouth? I should have raped you?! What the fuck is wrong with you?!” Andrew flung her sideways into the wall, her head hitting it with a loud thud. She reached up and rubbed the spot, but didn’t seem upset with him for it. It was only now he realized she was still naked.

“What, I haven’t fucking proven it to you yet?!” Leyley leapt back at him, shoving him back down and getting overtop him. He could fling her off at any time, but he didn’t. “What the fuck is wrong with me? What the fuck is wrong with you?! I just want to make you happy, you asshole!” Leyley screamed in his face. He looked up at her, the tears streaming from her eyes, and paused.

“What part of making me happy was making me a murderer supposed to be?” Andrew’s face was dead, but his words were dripping with loathing.

“The part where you were only fucking her because you wouldn’t fuck me!” Leyley had tried to shout these words, but she didn’t succeed. Instead, they came out more as sobs. “What the fuck is it? Is skank cunt that important to you that I’m not good enough?!” Andrew felt his numbness fade further away.

“No, you fucking idiot. I don’t give a shit about that.” Andrew resisted the urge to cup her face. He hadn’t anticipated that she might have associated this with dysphoria.

“Then what the fuck is it?!” Leyley managed to scream her sobs this time.

“I don’t want to ruin you.” Andrew quietly explained. Leyley went silent. The two stayed like that for an incalculable amount of time, processing the conversation. Leyley’s tears dried, and slowly a smile creeped to her face.

“Andy…” Leyley began. His face soured at it, but she just rolled her eyes. Leyley’s smile grew wider. “You can’t ruin me.” Andrew stared up at her. It felt like he was seeing something he wasn’t meant to see. For a moment, somehow, she didn’t even look human to him. Just a… thing, a thing wearing a finely crafted person suit it had taken off for a moment to prove a point. “I ruined you.” Leyley said, more quietly. Her mask was still slipped aside for him, but there was more humanity to this. At the very least, she seemed to recognize what he was going through.

“Leyley… I was already ruined long before you.” Andrew confessed, looking up at her. He felt like he should have been scared of her display. He saw her more for what she was than ever before, and yet, it didn’t scare him. Instead, he felt more comfortable. He couldn’t ruin her, could he? “I mean, you said it yourself…” Leyley slapped him.

“You fucking idiot!” Leyley yelled at him. Andrew rubbed his cheek, confused about the outburst. “Who gives a shit if you’re ruined for everyone else? You’re not ruined for me.” Leyley embarrassedly explained. She was blushing. For the first time in a very long time, she looked cute to him. Not cuteness masking a demon, but just cute. Adorable even.

“Leyley, I…” Andrew began. She didn’t let him continue.

“Shut up! Either go throw yourself off the fucking balcony or get over yourself!” Andrew couldn’t help but notice the fire in her eyes.

“But I…”

“Stop! Stop fucking pushing me away! Stop hating me! You were the only person who ever stood up for me! Who ever cared about me! Whoever treated me like a fucking person! That fucking hussy stole you from me and even now that she’s fucking dead and rotting you still won’t look at me! You were supposed to choose me! You said you’d chosen me!” Leyley’s tears began again in full force, splashing down on him. He looked up at her and came to a decision. One hand slid up around and behind her head, pulling her down. The other hand cupped her ass, and he sat up to reach her lips as he brought them to his own. They met, his tongue easily sliding into her mouth, exploring each other. Leyley let herself collapse down onto him, her weight feeling incredible pressing on his chest. He held her close as they made out, the two of them slowly ending up rolling so that he was more on his side than before.

The two finally parted, gazing into each other’s eyes. “I did choose you.” Andrew paused, mustering up the strength to continue. “I’m sorry.”

“You’d better be.” Andrew wished he could get mad at her right now. She was such a cocky little bitch. But then, that was part of why he loved her. “So… you as hard as I am?” Leyley broke the tension. They both laughed together, holding each other.

“Pretty certain you can feel it.” Andrew teased. It was pressing into her, he could feel that. He could also feel her small cock pressed against his chest, now fully erect. He wasn’t surprised, he was able to get hard before puberty too.

“Feel what? Aaaandy’s big, throbbing pedophile cock?” Leyley teased with a playful smile. He decided to let it go this time. “Does Andy want his cute little sister? Hmm?” Leyley wanted to hear it from his lips. He sighed.

“Yeah. Yeah, I do.” It felt like a weight was lifted off him the moment the words came out. He meant them, entirely. There was no more option to suppress it, to choke it down, to try to ignore it. He’d not only been forced to accept it, it had been shared. Within a few seconds, he was as nude as she was, his cock now on full display for her to marvel at. She knelt next to him. “You’re sure about this?” Andrew asked, pointlessly.

“If you try to chicken out now, I’m cutting it off.” Leyley plainly stated. Andrew winced a bit at the thought.

“Understood. Well, I’m sure you of all people have enough of an online education to know what to do next.” Leyley nodded and reached out, grasping him with both hands. As she did, he reached out and slid his hand between her legs, using three fingers to softly stroke her young hard cock. Leyley bent down further, licking the precum from his tip. She turned and smiled up at him.

“You sure you didn’t plan this? You taste pretty good.” Leyley licked at him more, causing Andrew to moan softly. The two of them continued at it, her stroking and licking at him and him softly jerking her off for a bit, before she decided to go further. She planted her lips on his tip like a kiss, but then slowly pushed her head down, parting them as wide as they could go as she took him inside her. She could only get almost halfway down him, but it still felt amazing. He’d never thought teeth could enhance a blowjob, but the accidental scraping of hers on him only served to send random jolts of joy to his body. Andrew crossed his other arm over his body to rustle her hair. Softly, he cooed what a good girl she was, how well she was doing sucking his cock. She wiggled a bit in place in joy.

The longer it went on, the more intense it got for him. Logically, she hadn’t actually ramped up enough that it should be affecting him like this. But the more she sucked and stroked him, the more he watched her cute head bob up and down on his cock as he stroked hers, the more incredible it felt. Both of them began to buck their hips in motion with the other’s efforts to pleasure them. At the same time, he’d synchronized jerking her off to her sucking him off, so the result was a rhythmic synchronized set of motion, both siblings getting more and more collapsed into their lust. Eventually, they both reached the edge, pushing each other off and bringing each other to orgasm in unison.

Andrew came in Leyley’s mouth, and to his surprise she managed to take his entire load, frankly massive even by his standards. Meanwhile, Leyley shot clear cum onto his leg, the little that she was able to produce. Popping off of him, she opened her mouth to show him all of his cum in it, and then proudly gulped it down. Then, with her hands she scooped her own cum off his leg and brought it up to his mouth, smiling. He licked it off her hands, sucking her fingers until he was absolutely sure he got it all. Then, they kissed once more, making out, hands all over each other’s bodies. The two continued at this for a while, before eventually ending up once more holding each other with her on his chest.

“So…” Andrew began. How did one ask their ten year old sister if her ass was fuckable yet?

“I’ve been working on it, but no, you won’t fit.” Apparently, he didn’t need to.

“Dammit.” Andrew swore under his breath.

“We could see if I can get past those huge fucking cheeks of yours.” Leyley teased him. Sure, it sounded rude, but she was saying he had a fat ass.

“Maybe when you’re older.” Andrew teased back. Leyley gave him a goofy exaggerated pout.

“I’m not that small!” Leyley objected with a laugh.

“Oh get over it, we’ll get you better with a strap one day.” Andrew laughed, picturing what she might look like when she was older. He wasn’t exclusively into children, it was a lot more complicated than that.

“Who says I want surgery?” Leyley asked him, almost sounding serious.

“You, like, every fucking day?” Andrew retorted.

“Well, in the meantime…” Leyley trailed off as she climbed up his body until her pelvis was above his face. Andrew looked up at her, her small hard cock lined up with his mouth. Without a word, Andrew opened up and took it all. It wasn’t difficult, so he combined the standard sucking-her-off procedure with taking her to the hilt. Meanwhile, he jerked himself off with one hand, stroking the sole of one of Leyley’s feet with his other.

Leyley’s young cock was incredibly easy to engulf in his tongue, a trick he found sent shivers throughout her entire body. Swirling it around his tongue, putting suction on her tip, softly scraping the shaft with his teeth, it was all incredible. He couldn’t believe this was happening. She’d been right, of course, he’d made himself suffer in guilt when he could have been having this the whole time. Out of regrets, however, it was better than the ones that weighed on him before. Leyley did her best to thrust in and out of him somewhat rather than just sitting still, but it was clear she was weakening.

Soon, she’d drooped down more, her body weight pressing into his head. In a different situation, he might have minded that. Instead he just pulled back further to keep up the work, loving the feel of her body shaking transmitted through her cock in his mouth.

“A-a-andy…” Leyley moaned. He pulled off her entirely, stopping for a moment.

“Andrew.” He firmly said, before going back to sucking her off.

“A-a-andrew… please… I’m… please… Andrew…” Leyley stumbled, her mind fogged with lust and pleasure. He pulled off again.

“Use your words.” He told her, his voice still firm. Once again, he returned to his work.

“A-a-andrew, you… you bully… I’m… I’m almost… I’m almost… AHHHH!” Leyley cried out, slamming her pelvis down hard, her cock buried in his mouth. He felt her body jerk, her cock trying to spurt out cum it didn’t have, and then she went limp on him. It was enough for him to cum too, his load shooting onto her back. After her recovered, he lifted her out of his mouth and slid her down his body, wrapping his arms around her and holding her. She shook against his chest, her mind overwhelmed. He continued to hold her, quietly telling her how proud of her he was, how beautiful she looked, how much he loved her, and how much she meant to him.

Slowly, he felt her consciousness return to her body, her shaking having subsided and her rousing back to life. “Are… are you sure you’ve never sucked dick before?” Leyley quietly asked him.

“I practiced on a hairbrush, thinking of you.” Andrew admitted, turning his head in embarrassment. Leyley giggled, kissing the tip of his chin.

“So you do think of me.” Leyley teased through her sleepy voice.

“Always, dumbass.” Andrew said, giving her a kiss on the forehead.

“Hush, you.” Leyley softly mumbled, resting her head on his chest. Within seconds, she was out, fast asleep against his body. He kissed the top of her head and held her close. He was so damned, yes. But then, he already was. At least now he was happy with it.